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me. My husband, Mr. D. No-man, is waiting for rne with
Lovie."
She was out of the caravan and down the steps before Popsy
had time to utter a word, before Mummy Urgan had time to
shake Old Funky by the arm and tell him the "fiver" anyway
was safe. She was out and down the steps just in time, just in
time for the lump not to break in their sight. "Did I look hard
and cold and cruel to him?" she thought. "Did he think I was
all Mrs. No-man? Did he think I wouldn't give Lovie no
meat, wouldn't let her skip and jump, wouldn't let her 'turn
wheels' in her fine clothes? I hope he did. No, no, no, I don't
hope he'did. But oh, the old filthy devil, how like a monkey
he looked! But he didn't stop because I fought. He didn't stop
because I dug my nails into his bald head. He went on. He
went on till he'd given me Lovie. So I have known a man,
though I am Mrs. No-man!"
All this while, though she didn't know it, she was running
so fast that her little black hat was blown all to one side. But
just as she reached the exit from the fair-field the whirligig
engine stopped; and in the sudden silence, as she stood there
panting and straightening her hat, for everyone was staring at
her and she wanted to swallow the lump and get her breath,
there did come, quite unmistakably to her trained ears, the sound
of a horse's whinny.
At this sound she swung round and started running back.
Who but she knew the exact place where he was now, with the
show starting ? As she ran, her eyes must have looked so wild
and so fixed, and her face, between the new hat and the new
dress, must have looked so distorted that people nudged each
other and turned to stare after her. But there, where she knew
she would find him, she found him! A lad she'd never seen
before was leading him out, ready for the show, but her fashion-
able dress awed the boy, and he only drew back and gaped
helplessly at what he saw.
For the great lump in her throat had burst now, burst at
last, and 3,3 her tears rained down on the old horse's neck her
arms were round him, her convulsed cheek against him. Her
hat might hang disregarded now from her dishevelled hair,
her purse might slip to the ground. Her life was her life again,
as it had not been since All Souls' Day. The old horse kept
making a pitiful bowing movement with his head, but from

